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TheTmgedieoj sSMdcbetb. 


See,and then fpcake your fclucs : awake,awake, 

Exeunt Afacbeth and Lenox, \ 
Ring the Alarum Bell: Murther,and Treafon, 
*Banquo f ziul Donalbaine : Mdcolmc awake, ' .\ 
Shake off this Downey fleepe 3 Dcaths counterfeit, 
And lookc on Death it ielfe : vp,vp,and fee 
The great Doomes Image: Malcolnte>Banqt{o, 
.As from your Graucs rife vp,and walke like Sprights, 
To countenance this horror. Ring the Bell, 
Bell rings. Enter Ladj. 

Lady. What's the Bufmefle { 
That fuch ajiideous Trumpet calls to parley 
The flecpers of the Houfr ? ipcake,fpcake. 

Macd. O gentle Lady, 
'Tis not for you to hcare what I can fpcake : 
The repetition in a Womans care, 
Would murther as it fell* 

Enier t Banquo. 

0 3anquofBanquo y Our Royall Matter's murther'd* 
. Lady. Woe, alas: 
Whac,inourHoufe? 

Ban. Too crucll,any where, 
Dcarc Duff> 1 prythee contradict thy felfe, 
And fay,itisnot fo. 

Enter Macbeth ,Lenox 3 and Rojfe. 

Macb. Had I but dy'd an houre before this chance, 

1 had liu'd a bleffed time : for from this inftant, 
There's nothing ferious in M ortalitie: 
All is butToyes : Renowne and Grace is dead, 
The Wine of Life if drawnc,and the mcere Lees 
Is left this Vault, to brag of. 

Enter Malcolm and Donalbaine. 

Donal. What is amifie > 

Macb. You are,and doe not know'c ; 
The Spring,the Head,thc Fountaine of your Blood 
Is ftopt, the very Source of it is ftopt. 

Macd. Your Royall Fathers murthcr'd. 

MaL Oh,bywhom? 

Lenox. Thofe of his Chamber,as it fecm'djhad don't : 
Their Hands and Faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their DaggerSjwhichvnwip'djWC found 
Vpon their Pillowcs: they ftar'd,and were diftra&ed, 
No mans L ife was to be trufted with them, 

Macb. 0,yet I doe repent me of my furie, 
That I did kill them. 

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ? 
Macb Who can be wife,amaz , d > temp , rate ) & furious, 
Loyall,and Neutrall.in a moment ? No man : 
Th'expcdition of my violent Loue 
Out-run the pawfer,Reafon. Here lay Duncan, 
HisSiluer skinne.lacM with his Golden Blood, 
And his gafhM Stabs,look'd like a Breach in Nature, 
For Ruines waftfull entrance : there the Murtherers, 
Stcep'd in the Colours of their Trade; their Daggers 
Vnmannerly breech'd with gore: who could rctraine, 
That had a heart to loue ; and in that heart, 
Courage,to nuke's loue knowne? 
Ldy. Helpe me hence .hoa. 
Macd. Lo^ketotheLady* 
Mai. Why doc we hold our tongues, 
That moft may clayme this argument for ours ? 
<Donal. What ftiould be fpoken here, 


Where our Fate hid in an augure boIc,~^~^^ 
May ruft^and feize v& ? Let's away > 
Our Tear* s are not yet brcw 3 d. 

Mai. Nor our ftrong Sorrow 
Vpon the foot of Motion. 

Banq. Looke to the Lady : 
And when we haue our naked Frailties hid 
That fuffer in expofurc ; let vs meet, 
And qucftion this moft bloody piece of worke 
To know it further. Feares and fcruplcs fliake va- 
in the great Hand of God I ftand,and thence * 
Againft the vndivulg'd prctence,I fighc 
Of Treasonous Mallice. 

Macd* And fo doe I* 

All. So all. 

Macb. Let's briefely put on manly readine(Tc 
And meet i'ch' Hall together. ' 

Jill. Well contented. Exeunt. 

Male. What will you doe? 
Let's not confort with them : 
To fhew an vnfelt Sorrow,is an Office 
Which the falfe man do's eafic* 
He to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I: 
Our feperatcd fortune fhall keepe V6 both the fafcr • 
Where we are,therc's Daggers in mens Smiles- 
The neere in blood,the ncercr bloody, 

Male. This murtherous Shaft that's flhot, 
Hath not yet lightcd:and our fafeft way, 
Is to auoid the ayme. Therefore to Horfe, 
And let vs not be daintie of leauc-taking, 
But fhiftaway : there's warrant in that Theft, 
Which fteales it fclfc,whcn there's nomercie left. 

Exeunt. 


Scena Quarta. 


Enter Rojfe >witb an Old man. 

Old man. Threcfcore and ten I can remember well| 
Within the Volume of which Time,I haue fecne 
Houres drcadfull,and things ftrange: but this fore Night 
Hath trifled former knowings* 

Rojfe. Ha,good Father, 
Thou feeft the Heaucni ,a$ troubled with mans A &, 
Threatens his bloody Stage : by th' Clock 'tis Day, 
And yet darke Night ftrangles the trauailing Larope : 
ls*c Nights predominance^ the Dayes ftiame, 
That Darkncffe docs the face of Earth iotombe, 
When liuing Light (hould kiflc it ? 

Oldman. 'Tis vnnaturall, 
Eucn like the deed that's done : On Tuefdaylaft, 
A Faulcon towring in her pride of place, 
Was by a Mowfing O wle hawkt at,and kilfd. 

Rojfe. And Duncans Horfes, 
(A thing moft ftrange, and ccrtainc) 
Beauteous,and fwift, the Minions of their Race, 
Turn'd wilde in nature.broke their ftalls,flong out, 
Contending 'gainft Obedience,as they would 
Make Wane with Mankinde. 

Oldman. 'Tis faid,they cate each other. 

Rojfe. Thcydidfo: 
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TheTragedie of ^Macbeth. 


H9 


-T^Xaniazement of mine cy ear that look'd rpon't. 
T ° Enter Macdufe. 

Uecte comes tix good TAacdufie. 
Soweoes the worldSir,now? 
Hiacd. Why fee you not? 

v e (f t i$\ known who did this more then bloody deed? 
Macd. Thofe that Macbeth hath flainr, 
M. Alas the day, 
What good could they pretend ? 

Macd. They were fubborned, 
Jcolme, and Domlbaine the Kings two Sonnes 
^ J rc ftolne away and fled, which puts vpon them 
Sufpition of the deed. 

gojfe. 'Gainft Nature flill, 
XhriftlcfTe Ambition, that will raucn vp 
f hine owne liues meaacs : Then 'tis moft like, 
fhc Soueraignty.will fall vpon Macbeth. 

ijMacd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone 
Xobeinuefted. 
Rojfe. Where is Duncans body ? 
Macd. Carried to Colmcki 11, 
The Sacred Store-houfe of his Predcceflbrs, 
And Guardian of their Bones. 
Rofle. Will you ro Scone? 
rjtacd. No Cofin, lie to Fife. 
< Roffe % Well,I will thither. 

JldaedJWcW may you fee things wel done thererAdieu 
Leaft our old Robes fit eafier then our new. 
%ojfe. Farewell, Father. 

Old M. Gods beny fon go with you,and with thofe 
That would make good of bad,and Friends of Foes. 

Exeunt omnes 


Alius Tertius. Scena Trima. 


Enter r Banquo. 
ISanq. Thou haft it now, King, Cawdor^Glamis^ll, 
Af the weyard Women promised, and I feare 
Thou playd'ft moft fowly for't : yet it was faidc 
Itflbeuld not ftand in thy Poflenty, 
But that my fclfe ftiould be the Roote,and Father 
Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
As vpon thee UUacbeth, their Speeches fliine, 
Why by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my Oracles as well, 
And fet me vp in hope* But hufti,no more, 

Senit founded. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Lenox y 
Rojfe y Lords,and Attendants. 

TAasb. Hecre'sourchicfeGucft. 

La. If he had beenc forgotten, 
Ithadbcnc asa gap in our great Feaft, 
And all-thing vnbecomming. 

Tftacb. To night we hold a folemnc Supper fir, 
And He requeft your prefence. 

Banq. Let your Highnefle 
Command vpon me, to the which my duties 
Are with a moft indiffoluble tyc 
For euer knit. 

Macb. Ride you this aftcrnoone? 

Ban. I, my good Lord. 

Macb, We fhould haue elfc dcfir*d your good aduice 


(Which ftili hath been both graue,and profperous) 
In this dayes Counccll : but wee'le take to morrow. 
Is't farre you ride? 

'Ban. As farre,my Lord,as will fill vp thet time 
T wixt this^and Supper. Goc not my Horfe the better, 
I muft become a borrower of the Night, 
For a darke houre,or twaine. 

21acb. Faile not our Feath 

"Bah. My Lord,IwilI not. 

Macb. We heare our bloody Cozens arc beftow'd 
In England,and in Ireland,not confefsing 
Their cruell Parricide,filling their hearers 
With ftrange inuention. But of that to morrow^ 
When therewithall,we (hall haue caufe of State^ 
Crauing vs ioyntly. Hye you to Horfe : 
Adieu,till you returne at Night. 
Goes Fleaxce with you ? 

'Ban. I,my good Lord : our time does call vpons. 

Mack I wifh your Horfes fwift, and fure of foot t 
And fo I doe commend you to their backs. 
Farwcll. Exit Banquo. 

Let euery man be mafter of his time, 
Till feuen at Night,to make focietic 
The fweeter welcome : 
We will keepe our fclfe till Supper tinfte alone: 
While thcn,God be with you. Exeunt Lords. 

Sirrha, a word with you : Attend thofe men 
Our pleafure? 

Seruant. They are, my Lord, without the Pallace 
Gate. 

Macb. Bring them before vs. Exit Seruant. 
To be thus,is nothing, but to be fafely thus ; 
Our feares in Banquo fticke deepe, 
And in his Royaltie of Nature reignes that 
Which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he dares, 
And to that dauntleffc temper of his Minde, 
He hath a Wifdome,that doth guide his Valour* 
To a6l in fafetie. There is none but he, 
Whofc being I doe feare : and vnder him, 
My Genim is rebuk'd,as it is faid 
Marl^Anthonies was by C&far. He chid the Sifters* 
When firft they put the Name of King vpon me, 
And bad them fpcake to him. Then Prophet-like^ 
They hayfd him Father to a Line of Kings. 
Vpon my Head they plac'd a fruitleffcCrowne* 
And put a barren Scepter in my Gripe, 
Thence to be wrencht with an vnlineall Hand, 
No Sonne of mine fuccecding : if \ be fo, 
For Banquo 's Iflue haue I fif d my Minde, 
For thcm,the gracious Duncan haue I murther'd, 
Put Rancours in the Vcflell of my Peace 
Onely for them,and mine ctcrnall Iewell 
Giuen to the common Encmieof Man, 
To make them Kings, the Sccdes oCBanque Kings, 
Rather then fo,come Fate into the Lyft, 
And champion me toth'vttetance. 
Who's there ? 

Enter Seruant, and tm Murtherers. 

Now goe to the Doore, and ftay there till we call. 

Exit Seruant, 
Was it not yefterday we fpoke together ? 
Murth. It was,io plcafc your Highnefle, 
Macb. Well then, 
Now haue you confider'd of my Jpeeches : 

Know,/ 
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